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If you grew up in Swansea before the 
1980's then it's odds-on you went to the cinema 
regularly, and one of those cinemas was likely to 
have been the Albert Hall. Built in 1864 it started 
out as a Music Hall but by 1935 had become a full¬ 
time cinema where films continued to play for the 
next fifty years. The Albert Hall closed its cinema 
doors in 1977 only to reopen the next year as a Mecca 
Bingo Club which managed to operate up until 2007 
when the last house was called and the building shut 
for good. What I'd like to do is take you back in time 
to the last day the Albert Hall existed as a cinema 
and how Italian film director Dario Argento helped 
kill it off with one of his best known works. But more 
of that later. 

The Albert Hall as a cinema might have 
closed down a year earlier had it not been taken over 
by the Rank Organization with promises to refurbish 
the dilapidated and at times downright dangerous 
interior. Those with long memories may remember 


how bad the cinema was at the time - the sticky 
floor, the musty interior, the stained screen and 
seats that had long passed their best. With sections 
of the cinema closed off to the public for safety 
reasons assurances by Rank that it was all going to 
be put right came as welcome news to Swansea 
cinemagoers but it seemed Rank had other plans. 
Within a year they had shut the cinema and what 
refurbishments had been made turned out to be for 
the benefit of the bingo playing public instead. 

Predictably in the years leading up to its 
closure the Albert Hall had entered a spiral of 
declining box office takings and lower quality 
billings. With the release of big budget movies such 
as Jaws and Star Wars in the mid 70's a lot of smaller 
cinemas weren't in a position to pay the higher film 
rental fees needed to book these popular 
blockbusters so ended up showing only what they 
could afford. But billing lower quality films meant 
less box office takings which meant less money to 


spend on film rentals which meant purchasing lower 
quality films and around and around the spiral went 
to its inevitable conclusion. 

It was at one such Albert Hall low cost 
double bill that I saw my first X-Certificate films, a 
reissue of Enter The Dragon and Freebie And The 
Bean. I was only sixteen at the time but I guess the 
cashier was more interested in taking my money than 
finding out if I was old enough to see Bruce Lee do 
his thing. At times the cinema scraped the bottom of 
the barrel for content, a double bill of Jess Franco 
Fu Manchu films from the 1960s was one I attended 
and there always seemed to be a Hammer film 
popping up every few weeks. Unfortunately that 
didn't always mean a Hammer Horror, the studio 
were licencing a lot of TV series at the time which 
meant movie versions of shows such as On The Buses 
and Steptoe And Son were often screened. 

As closure finally approached the Albert 
Hall managed to get hold of a first-run release for 


their last week, it may have been a brutal and gory 
horror film by Italian director Dario Argento but 
Suspiria certainly sent the old cinema off with a 
scream if not a bang. Though it's reported that the 
final showing of a film was on December 4th 19771 
remember that they decided to shut down the day 
before instead and managed to get into the 
afternoon showing, the last but one time a movie 
was ever projected there. Suspiria has often been 
cited as a colourful and loud film but I'm guessing 
the projectionist turned the volume up to 10 that 
day as my ears were ringing when I left the building. 

I'll finish with my favourite memory of 
the Albert Hall, and it too comes from that last day. 
As I walked up Mansel Street to catch a bus home, 
plainly audible above the noise of the traffic and a 
good distance away from the cinema the opening 
music to Suspiria could be heard as the last ever 
screening got under way. I like to think the 
projectionist had turned the volume up to 11. 


Tower Of Evil (1972) 

STARTLING! SHOCKING! SUSPENSEFUL! 

A NIGHT 
OF « 

PLEASURE 

BECOMES 
ANIGHT 
OF 

TERROR ; 



A boat chugs slowly through dense fog 
heading for lonely Snape Island, a small rocky 
outcrop that's home to an abandoned lighthouse. 
Captain Hamp (Jack Watson) and his father John are 
on a mission but on arriving their discovery of a 
severed human hand and a naked dead body in a 
bloody rock pool changes all that. The decapitated 
head and body of a young girl are found next and 
while John explores further he fails to see the 
impaled dead body of a young man (played by 
Confessions star Robin Askwith) as well as the naked 
insane girl who jumps out at him with a knife and 
stabs him to death before Hamp clubs her 
unconscious. 

Before going any further it's worth 
checking to see if this particular lighthouse follows 
The Rules of Movie Lighthouses, something all films 
that feature a spooky lighthouse must adhere to, 
and they are: 

1. The lighthouse must be wreathed in fog. 

2. The lighthouse must come with a reputation for 
bad doings, preferably someone found dead, gone 
mad or disappearing never to be found again. 

3. The lighthouse is built like the TARDIS, i.e. bigger 
on the inside with large rooms, several spacious 
levels, a dark cellar and ideally a secret passage. 

4. A strange sound must be heard coming from 
outside the lighthouse in the middle of the night. 

5. Someone must fall to their death from the top of 
the lighthouse. 

Fortunately Tower Of Evil ticks all those 
boxes as despite everyone believing that stabby girl 



killed her companions because no one else could be 
found on the island we the viewer know different. 
And that's all thanks to doctor Anthony Valentine 
and his flashing coloured lights gizmo, a device that 
wouldn't have looked out of place in an old Plastic 
Sam disco yet manages to elicit flashbacks (and lots 
and LOTS of screaming) that show us how the three 
actually died. With Captain Hamp and his nephew 
Brom ferrying a group of five historians to the island 
- the spear used to impale Askwith was solid gold, 
Phoenician and most likely part of some huge 
treasure hoard - it looks like there are going to be a 
lot more dead bodies before Snape Island finally 
gives up its secrets. 

Setting the scene early the opening 
credits play out over a very good miniature model of 
the lighthouse accompanied by a suitably foreboding 
musical score and it's a shame more use isn't made of 
them later on. Veteran Jack Watson manages to act 
the rest of the cast under the table even when he's 
not saying anything and that staple of haunted 
house movies, the slowly rocking chair viewed from 

behind only to reveal. makes a welcome 

reappearance. 

The film does have some hurdles to get 
over including the brutal dubbing of several of the 
actors voices including the replacement of Askwith's 
Lancastrian accent with a brash American one 
presumably to give it more of an international 
appeal. Unfortunately Gary Hamilton's Brom doesn't 
suffer the same fate, he keeps his own voice and you 
cringe every time he opens his mouth. Poor Dennis 
Price literally gets a day's pay for what is basically an 
extended cameo and with Basil Brush sidekick Derek 
Fowlds as one of the historians it's hard not to keep 
shouting out "Boom Boom" after everything he says. 

The tone of the film shifts into Alistair 
MacLean territory at one point when someone blows 
up Hamp's boat (who and how we never find out) and 
wrecks the communications radio so no one can call 
for help. Then there's the shifty member of the group 
who has previously hidden a rubber dinghy on the 
island and conveniently disappears for a while but 
that plot strand doesn't last very long and we're 
soon back to the sex and screaming. 

Likely not intended but I can't help seeing 
it as such is the overkill ending. First there's a false 
climax to lull us into believing everything is fine and 
then it's almost as if they feel sorry for misleading us 
and go all out to make up for it. Bodies burn, gold 
melts, windows are smashed, the lighthouse catches 
fire and a box of dynamite explodes destroying 
everything that's left. As the smoke rises you half 
expect a swarm of killer bees to descend, the island 
to sink and everyone to be snatched up in the 


tentacles of a giant octopus just so the filmmakers 
can say "now it REALLY is over!" 

Tower Of Evil, or Horror Of Snape Island 
as it's also known, is seen by some as an early 
precursor to the stalk n' slash genre that John 
Carpenter's Halloween launched in 1978 but it 
actually owes more to those old dark house pictures 
like The Cat and The Canary with its unseen killer and 
stagebound set. There are certainly more bare boobs 
and heavy breathing here than you'll find in those 
old black and white films not to mention blood and 
severed body parts but when all is said and done 
Tower Of Evil is really nothing more than a bloodier 
and nastier live action version of a Scooby Doo 
cartoon. And there's nothing wrong with that. 



Dirty Laundry (2012) 

This short, 10 minute professionally 
produced mini-movie has a final scene that if it 
doesn't have you shouting 7es"out loud should at 
least leave you with a big smile on your face. A beat 
up old van is parked in a rundown neighbourhood, a 
man inside it (Thomas Jane) wakes from a restless 
sleep to pick up a laundry basket of dirty clothes and 
head across the street to a Laundromat. As this is 
happening local drug dealer and pimp Goldtooth 
drives up with his gang and starts threatening three 
young hookers before taking one away and beating 
her up-and possibly worse. 

The man enters the Laundromat and 
starts to do his washing while Goldtooth and the 
gang turn their attention to a young boy, 
surrounding and threatening him when he refuses to 
run drugs for them. The man looks on dispassionately 
before getting up, crossing the street and entering a 
convenience store where the wheelchair bound 
owner (Ron Perlman) tries in vain to sell him a bottle 


of liquor. As the jaded owner talks to the man about 
the futility of walking outside and doing anything and 
how when he did just that years ago it was the last 
time he walked anywhere the man relents and buys a 
bottle of Jack Daniels. The man leaves the store 
and. 

That's all I'm going to say, anything more 
would just spoil the final payoff but what leads up to 
it should satisfy the tastes of any action movie fan. 
BIG WARNING! This short movie can be viewed and 
downloaded from Youtube amongst other sources but 
there is a HUGE Spoiler that you'll see in the title if 
you search for it there or via your favourite Search 
Engine that will totally spoil the ending. To get the 
full effect you really do need to come to it without 
any prior knowledge. So find a friend who's already 
seen it and ask them to get hold of a copy for you so 
you can watch it cold, you'll thank them for it. 


The Monster That Challenged the World 
(1951) 

Over the Salton Sea Lake in California a 
US Navy parachutist descends and lands in the water, 
two sailors in a boat are there to retrieve him but 
there's no sign of the man. One of the sailors dives in 
to search for him but fails to surface, the other sailor 
turns as a dark shadow is cast over him by something 
emerging from the water and screams. A search party 
comes to investigate and the lost parachutist 
surfaces, completely drained of blood and all bodily 
fluids and doing a fair impression of a pickled walnut. 
There's white slime all over the boat, no sign of the 
missing sailor and the other is found dead from fright. 

The Monster That Challenged The World is 
a pretty good 1950's monster movie with an effective 
if somewhat immobile full size creature which in this 
case turns out to be a giant mollusc. Think the front 
end of a black scaly caterpillar with a shell that lays 
giant eggs. This being the 1950's of course radiation 
is to blame along with an earthquake that releases 
the prehistoric creepers from their dormant state. As 
well as radiation there's a convenient doctor on hand 
to explain everything to the baffled military, the 
usual love interest, a precocious moppet you'll want 
to throttle as soon as you see her and a handy Navy 
laboratory carrying out atomic research. Soon the 
bodies are stacking up; a couple on a midnight swim 
go missing and a Navy diver gets killed by one of the 
creatures when he steals her giant egg while the 
mollusc ends up getting a big stick in her eye for 
bothering. The egg is taken back to the laboratory 
where it is kept at a constant temperature so it 
doesn't hatch. If you guess that at some point the 
(continued...) 

















Truth In Advertising? 

Mary Millington's World Striptease Extravaganza (1981) 

What are we promised? 

A tribute in documentary form to that great stripper Mary Millington with 16 beautiful striptease 
artistes jetting in from exotic locales to perform live in front of an appreciative audience, all hoping to win 
the prize of £1000, a holiday in Jamaica and an exclusive film contract. Compered by comedian Bernie 
Winters we can expect 'A Glittering Array Of Non Stop Nudes' in this X-Rated ecdysiastic Extravaganza. 

What do we get? 

Thoroughly ripped off. It's not a documentary. Mary Millington wasn't a stripper. All the featured 
'strippers' are actually actresses or models. None of them have travelled more than a few miles to get there. 
Audience reaction is largely footage taken from another film. There are no prizes. Bernie Winters isn't funny 
and the 'Extravaganza' runs for just over 45 minutes. 


Poor Mary Millington had been dead for two years and still ex-lover and porn magazine publisher 
David Sullivan was making money off her, funding this bottom feeding attempt to cash in on her reputation 
by splashing her name and pictures all over the posters. Millington's friend John East mawkishly introduces 
the whole thing with all the emotion of someone reading his lines from an off-screen board falsely telling us 
that Millington "was a great stripper" and showing an edited clip of her disrobing from one of her previous 
films to 'prove' it. Millington is then completely forgotten about and comedian Bernie Winters, who had 
previous with Sullivan after appearing two years earlier with (but not alongside] Millington in his awful 
Confessions From The David Galaxy Affair film, does his schtick. 

The girls eventually come on in pairs trying not to look bored as they jiggle and twirl around doing 
their best stripper impressions while getting their kit off as the sophisticate audience repeatedly deliver such 
gems as "gerremoff" and "go baby." Since all the girls are in fact either actresses or topless models rather 
than strippers their routines consist mainly of (badly) dancing around while the camera focuses on their 
naked bums, boobs and crotches with the occasional cutaway shot to a baying crowd that seems to have been 
invited in from a local old folk's home. Family comedian Winters looks really uncomfortable with the blue 
jokes and racial wisecracks he has to deliver, grinning inanely all the time as he introduces the girls. 

To live up to the poster's exhortation that we 'Sit Back And Enjoy A Stag Evening' mandatory drag 
act Christine appears as one of the girls and we 
are treated to the pub equivalent of passing the 
hat around with a clip from the Sullivan film 
Emmanuelle in Soho where one of the actress! 
contestants shows she's odds-on to win by having 
a private sex session with one of the judges and 
another girl. Of course she wins and takes her 
clothes off again for an encore in front of the 
other swaying girls and Winters, who in turn ends 
up getting most of his clothes forcibly removed by 
them. 45 minutes has never seemed so dire. 



— 

A REALLY BLUE EXPERIENCE! 

A GLITTERING ARRAY OF NON STOP NUDES! 


darling moppet will mess with the temperature 
because the cute bunnies in the lab are feeling cold 
then you've obviously seen a film like this before. 

Meanwhile the molluscs escape from the 
lake into a canal system where they proceed to slurp 
the juices out of a couple of cows, a lock keeper and 
a romantic duo out for a midnight drive. Thanks to an 
old map the Navy works out where the molluscs and 
their eggs have ended up and arrange for them to be 
safely and humanely treated. Only kidding, they kill 
them all by blowing them up. All that is except for 
the one that's hatched in the laboratory, eaten the 
fluffy bunnies for a snack and is now looking to enjoy 
the main course of love interest and moppet on rye. 
But in the nick of time our hero arrives to throw 
bottles at it and vainly squirt a C02 fire extinguisher 
in its face even though there's a razor sharp, 
death-dealing fire axe right behind him before the 
cavalry arrive and fill it full of lead. 

The special effects of the giant mollusc 
(even though there's meant to be at least ten we 
only ever see one at a time) are pretty impressive. 
It's big, appears in full daylight rather than hidden in 
the dark, looks and acts tough and is pretty well 
articulated. It's just a pity that the design of it 
means it can't do much more than rear up and down 
and sway about a bit, but when it does it looks 
pretty darn good. Definitely one of the better giant 
creature movies from the 50's even with added 
moppet. 



The Hypnotic Eye (1960) 



A woman applies shampoo to her hair 
then goes to rinse it off but instead of a sink full of 
water she lowers her head into a lit gas ring and her 
hair goes up in flames. The opening credits roll. It's an 
unnerving but slam-bang start as we discover she's 
the 11th woman to have recently committed an act of 
self-mutilation. The police as always are baffled, 
trying to find a common link between the previous 
acts of facial self-harm including washing in sulphuric 
acid, mistaking the blades of an electric fan for a face 
massager and using a straight edge razor instead of a 
lip brush. Is it the new screen sensation 'Hypno Magic' 
at work, making these women disfigure themselves? 
And what will happen when YOU the viewer 
experience Hypno Magic for yourself? 

Hypnotism was big in the 1950's fuelled 
by the bestselling book The Search For Bridey 
Murphy which told the true!?) story of a Colorado 
housewife who is hypnotised and regresses back to 
an earlier life in 1800's Ireland. The truth of it turned 
out to be based more on the woman's childhood 


memories than reincarnation but for a while hypnosis 
seemed to be the answer to all ills as well as a 
convenient plot device for Hollywood scriptwriters. 
The Hypnotic Eye features The Great Desmond and 
his beautiful assistant Justine who do all the usual 
stage hypnosis gags like getting their subjects to feel 
hot and cold and making them growl like a dog but 
apparently hypnotism can also make you defy the 
laws of gravity as well when one entranced victim is 
made to levitate in mid-air! It's not long before both 
you and the viewers have worked out that the 
mutilated women have been hypnotised into 
maiming themselves (if you hadn't already guessed 
from the poster) and also into forgetting that they 
attended Desmond's show in the first place. As the 
film draws to a close Desmond steps forward and 
addresses the audience both on-screen and in the 
cinema itself. It's now time for you to experience 
Hypno Magic, 'The Thrill you SEE and FEEL' 

It's a little bit confusing as to just what 
Hypno Magic is. What it isn't, as Desmond is at pains 
to point out, is actual hypnosis instead telling us 
that we will "experience many new and exciting 
sensations." First off that means salivating as 
Desmond shows the audience a lemon, telling them 
repeatedly how sour and juicy it is and making their 
mouths water. Then the audience are made to 
perform a number of tasks such as clasping their 
hands together, repetitively revolving arms, slapping 
knees and stretching their heads as the volume is 
ramped up and Desmond repeatedly shouts "you 
cannot stop!" Whether you the viewer can or cannot 
unlink your fingers or stop windmilling your arms is 
beside the point, at the end of this segment you'll 
likely be out of breath and feeling a bit dizzy. If you 
weren't then the next part where you blow up your 
Hypnotic Eye balloon (handed out free to all patrons 
entering the cinema) and lean forward onto it may 
indeed end with you feeling lightheaded, perhaps 
even a little faint and unable to straighten up as 
Desmond shouts "you cannot get up" over and over. 
Then again you may be on the path to a heart attack 
but hey, it's all in good fun. 

Desmond holds up a small flashing object, 
the Hypnotic Eye of the title and as the flickering 
strobe light fills the screen a female planted in the 
audience screams and pretends to faint at exactly 
the same time as one in the film. This is the cue for 
the end of the Hypno Magic segment and things race 
to a speedy conclusion where we find out that Justine 
has been using Desmond to seek revenge on 
beautiful women because her own face is hideously 
scarred, her beauty literally skin deep as she peels 
off a latex face mask to reveal her disfigurement. 
Desmond is shot by the police and Justine plunges to 
her death from the rafters. The audience weave 
dizzily out of the cinema seeking fresh air, those 
prone to epileptic seizures wonder why they paid to 
see a film with repeated strobe lighting and Hypno 
Magic closes its eye, never to be seen again. 

Purgatory (1999) 

In the Old West Blackjack Britton and his 
gang of outlaws including Gavin Guthrie and Guthrie's 
young nephew Sonny rob a bank, killing a number of 
people including a woman named Dolly Sloan and 
escape, hotly pursued by a posse. Losing their 
pursuers in a dust storm the gang emerge from it and 
find themselves in pleasant surroundings and a small 
peaceful town called Refuge where no one carries a 
gun and everyone goes to church when the bell tolls. 
Posing as injured cattle drovers they are offered a 
place to recover by the sheriff but soon Sonny, a big 
reader of dime-store novels, starts to wonder about 
the townsfolk some of whom look a lot like the 
illustrations of famous dead gunfighters in his books. 
Then a stagecoach pulls up and Dolly Sloan gets out. 

Calling a film Purgatory and featuring 
people who are supposed to be dead might be a bit 
of a plot giveaway but there's more to it than that. 
Britton and his gang are definitely alive, the town 
appears quite real and so are the cuts and bruises 
Sonny suffers when he's beaten up by the gang for 


telling the townsfolk what Britton has in store for 
them. Eventually learning the truth about Refuge 
and the reason none of the people will fight back 
Sonny has to stand alone against Britton and his 
gang and protect Rose, the girl he has fallen in love 
with. Alone that is until he's joined by Jesse James, 
Billy the Kid, Doc Holliday and Wild Bill Hickok for a 
blazing showdown against the massed outlaws. 

Purgatory is a real pleasure to watch 
opening and closing with big old fashioned gunfights 
of the kind they used to have in Westerns long ago. 
There's also a lot of strange things going on 
in-between: an old Indian guards a pair of iron gates, 
lightning strikes an outlaw dead, the church bell can 
make the earth tremble and there's all those 
apparently dead gunfighters walking around acting 
meek and mild. The cast is solid with Sam Shepherd, 
Randy Quaid, Donnie Wahlberg and J. D. Souther on 
the side of good while Eric Roberts as Blackjack 
Britton is suitably villainous. Brad Fiedel's melodic 
score is a lot different from the usual Western twang 
and it all ends as it should, the good guys get their 
just reward and the baddies get what they deserve. 
Now saddle up and catch this movie. 



Something For The Weekend 


The Golden Age Of Hollywood by Hieron 
Connolly (2017) Amber Books (approx. £15) 


Aside from the movies themselves 
Hollywood has always been famous for the scandals, 
rumours, crimes and personal tragedies that have 
been part and parcel of Tinsel Town since the very 
beginning. The Golden Age Of Hollywood manages to 
concisely cover some of the most notorious of those 
salubrious subjects interspersing them with stories 
about the city, the people and the background to 
these sleazy tales. Though not as salacious as 
Kenneth Anger's Hollywood Babylon and other 
similar books the people and stories covered by The 
Golden Age Of Hollywood are pretty much the same. 
While subjects such as the Fatty Arbuckle and 
Heaven's Gate scandals, the Hollywood blacklist and 
the sex lives of the rich and famous have been 
reported in detail previously it's handy to have them 
detailed in one volume dispassionately and without 
asensationalisticspin. 

The Golden Age Of Hollywood also wins 
out over earlier exposes by bringing things up to date 
on the scandal front. So we learn that despite taking 
over six billion dollars at the box office The Lord Of 
The Rings films have, on paper at least, yet to show a 
profit and find out what deceased producer Don 
Simpson paid two prostitutes to do with him and a 
toilet bowl. Heavily illustrated with a photo on 
almost every one of its 224 pages The Golden Age Of 
Hollywood is a 


good way for 
newcomers to 
get up to speed 
on the seamier 
side of the 
movie business. 
And if you look 
online or in 
discount book 
shops you 
should be able 
to pick it up for 
a lot less than 
the cover price. 
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